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Higher and higher than his highest flight 
The lark soars upward in the evening sky. 
To gaze upon the dying sun's last sigh 
And drink the splendour of the mystic light. 
Higher he soars and gazes with rapt sight, 
Till the reflected fire has left his eye ; 
Then does he fail, and with a wild, low cry, 
Falls earthward, wearied — sinks into the night. 

So ends my trance upon that fading chord 
Of sorrow too sublime for earthly plaint. 
The sadness of a setting sun. I've soared 
And seen far glory till my soul was faint 
With longing. Now, I sink down like the lark. 
The heaven unwon, to find the world all dark. 



Give me the big wild grey green Northern sea. 

Give me the crazy look, the pitying look, 

The look, pale, still, strange, wondering, and free. 

Give me the sweet full lips whose delicate line 

In the fair dimpled cheek sinks to a nook. 

Luring the sight, as a wave fades away. 

Leaving a hollow eddy on the brine. 

Give me the thick light hair like long dry hay. 

Give me the shapes unutterable grace. 

The something so unhuman and so weird. 

The something that the mind's eye fails as much 

To clasp as when the sun with eager face 

Would gaze upon snow-crystals but he feared 

They'd melt and die at his rude gazes touch. 



patracque. 

Silent I lie smoking a cigarette 

In bed, and thinking what Life's brought me to, 

And what new things Fate is likely to brew 

Out of the spleen, the fever, and the fret. 

My breakfast isn't quite digested yet. 

A crumb of toast, a cup of tea or two, 

Are sticking in m,y throat still, just like glue : 

An hour's past, and that was all I ate. 

The morning's grey and dull. The clouds hold rain. 
The spring is cold and nipped and has no love. 
The bloom on the horse-chestmit trees accuse 
A dank night-wind. It 's Stmday. How my brain 
Is tired. My thoughts are feeble, m,orbid stttff. 
Hark at those beastly bells I — It's of no use. 



%pnnfj leaf. 

What can I say to make her stay 
A moment more of the evening here. 
I'm always afraid of her going away, 
Now that I feel her near and dear, 

Leaning alone now, she and /, 

Over the window-sill. Below, 

Two lines of green trees run to the sky 

And lose themselves in the pale green glow. 
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/ cant think what to talk about 
To keep her quiet for a little while, 
With her big brown eyes, and delicious pout 
Of mouth ere it breaks out into a smile, 

And her voice with its curious Yankee twang, 

And the artless words of the open heart, 

As they beam up sunnily — no slang — 

And the laugh from the queer-curved lips apart. 

She hasnt the least idea that Vm 
A good deal m,ore than half in love. 
And she turns away. So the little time 
Is passed that I was just dreaming of. 



iBottktlii's e^ontl 

The picture saith, " I charge you, look at her, 
How far the maiden is surpassing fair. 
Is she not like a twilight in green spring 
— A deep and silent time when no leaves stir 
Upon the branches, and when no birds sing 
In all the air, 



" Until at last the lonely evening star 
Brimming with love, bursts forth from out the dim 
Demesne of Heaven f " — Yet more mysterious 
With untold feeling this young girl' s eyes are 
Than aught in Heaven. " Look at her, 'twas thus 
She looked at him'' 

The lips that almost smile I The would-be kiss 
Expressed in every line I The sweet mute look 
Of patience I — O, what weighed the bitterest frown 
Of Fate in after years compared with this 
One moment. Master that didst write it down 
In Art— God's book ? 



All night with me was the voice of a great wind, 
Which went away and left no song behind. 

Under the million stars blue-gleaming clear, 
' Twas loud and cold and terrible to hear. 

It swelled among the branches in the wood, 
Swift with a sudden chill upon my blood. 
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A}id, once, I heard it moaning the last moan 
Of a starved sick child that dies and lies alone. 

When I went home, it wailed beneath the door. 
My sleep was shaken by a fitful roar. 

And ever in my sleep it was as if 

I saw strange livid lips and eyes shut stiff. 

And heard strange moaning brought by the great wind. 
— Where had he found it in the world unkind? 



anDromeDa. 

Against the gloomy rock, Andromeda 

Quite motionless and beautiful and bare 

Stands. And the wind blows forth her loosened hair 

Damp as salt sea-weed on a rainy day. 

With dull eyes gazing at the ocean grey, 

And lips bereft of words by sheer despair. 

She waits until that Agony be there 

To clasp her life and crush it into clay. 

She shudders. And her weary eyelids close. 
The overwhelming horror slowly grows 
Between her and the bay, the far-off banks 
Of sand shell-silvered under briny dew. 
And, with the flash of sunlight on his flanks, 
A white horse prancing in the waters blue. 
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Co tf)c ^tar0. 

How much more gazing at the far away, 
— O worlds above m.e, made of mystic fire — 
How Tttuch more gazing does it still require 
Before my soul is lifted from the clay ? 
O ! how m,uch more dumb yearning and delay 
Before an answer comes to my desire ? 
For, lo I I tremble lest the lamp expire, 
Between some twilight and some break-ofday. 

— O strange and silent, far away-withdrawn 
Thinkers of things beyond a human wit I — 

If I have gazed from- evening tmtil dawn 
Towards that fresh sensation of the sky — 

If I have longed to lose my soul and sigh 

Among yon glorying in the infinite — 
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" Where hast thou watched, my Dawn, 
Which art so chill and wan ? 
All the dark hours, hast thou lain 
Where one sheet doth for twain ? " 

— " Which were the lover fain of me 
— Dead day, or day to be ? " 
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" Then thou hast watched by another bed. 
Close to the sick mans head? " 

— " / heard night groan in utter need, 
And I passed and gave no heed!' 

— " Maybe thine eyes are so weary -wide 
With praying God that good may betide ? " 

— " God ? Where is He ? I am, seeking Him. 
Behold, the stars grow dim!' 
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You came from the sea with the swallows 
When all was lovely in May, 

The month when the evening follows 
So slowly the long sweet day. 

You came from the sun with the flowers 
That breathe a dream of desire 

And gbw in the noontide hours 
Until their hearts are on fire. 



You came with the songs of the season, 
Wailed and wafted along : 

You were their beautiful reason, 
— Ah ! your name was a song. 

There were those poppies between us. 
There were those cornflowers too. 

You were my white Queen Venus, 
Born, new-born of the blue, 

— Born of a mystic ocean 

Far from the sorrowful shore ; 

— Come with a moment's emotion, 
Gone to return no more. 
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Jl3otJem6er (ZBDening. 

/ am but sad at so much wind and rain, 

Mere wind, mere rain, mere moaning of the main. 

Like secret sighs and tears of souls sublime 
T used to dream- of once upon a time 

Before I felt how vain was the pretence 
To fight against my heart's indifference. 

The voices of the outside world complain : 
Nothing within m,e answers them, again. 
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The empty yesterday is gone away : 
What follows it ! — another empty day. 

To-night I S7nell death-weather on the sea, 
With dim forebodings. If it came to m,e 

And found me laden with these wasted years 
More hard to bear than bitterest sighs and tears 

What could I say — "/ sought, and found in pain 
No profit, and I deemed all things were vain!' 

The rain falls, and the sea moans, and the wind 
Moans. Had I suffered much, or loved, or sinned, 

' Twould be the same. The day is past recall. 
All go to sleep at last, forgetting all. 
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3ln t&e aarDen. 

/ sat in the shade of some orange trees. 

And the blue South air had barely a breeze. 

And birds in a cage on the garden wall. 

And birds in the sky, were twittering all. 

And I watched where the sun came down in his might 

On a crowd of roses intensely bright. 

Full-blown, or bursting, with many a bud. 

Milk-white, and purple, and red like blood, 

— They flashed in the sun, to the suns delight. 
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She came in the garden. The glare was strong. 

She shaded her eyes as she wandered along, 

With a hand that had such a little white wrist, 

— A hand the lips of the roses kissed 

As she gathered them presently, choosing the best. 

And setting them, seven or eight, in her breast. 

When she was gone, I found, too late, 

That my heart was among those seven or eight. 

And the red sun sank in the silent west. 



19 



%onnet of €nnui. 

Before me is the sea, grey, calm, and chill, 
A haze makes it one with the sultry sky. 
It has no mind of some great storm gone by. 
Nor any hope of better days. And still 
The languid breakers in a foamy f nil 
Spin out their length upon the shore, and die 
Monotonously m.urmuring " Good-bye, 
We know not if the world be well or ill." 

Time of Ennui — Impatience, Weariness ! 
— Time of impatient eyes and weary wing ! 
Like yonder sky and sea, for many a day 
Hast thou been with me, blank and passionless. 
For many a day without a song to sing. 
For many a year without a word to say. 



20 



^ 



In this old house close to the chill sea-shore. 
This grey morn June seems over sad to cheer. 
The hall-door opens and straightway I hear 
The salt sea-wind rush in with sudden roar. 
Into this house the sea-storm smote so sore 
All through the dreary winter of the year. 
The strange wind of strange sum,mer rises drear 
Until it moans and shivers at my door. 

In every flight of stairs, and every floor. 

And every chamber, fast as fire or fear, 

It passes. A nd old memories dead and dear. 

Mingled with straining music heard of yore, 

Are blown back in one cry from far and near. 

— The hall-door slams. — The old house sighs no more. 
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€nnui. 

Long have I sought in many lands and seas, 
In towns and cities, each far off from each. 
On hollow-sounding shores, on mountain heights, 
BeTieath pine boughs, and masts of labouring ships 
— Long have I sought, looking upon pale dawn, 
Or glowing eve, or winter s starry night, 
Blue morn, or in dark thunder-hours, or else 
In the wet western blast by barren ways, 
Yet never, never have seen the wished-for sign. 

And I have listened unto mighty sound 
Far on the deep. Also my ears have caught. 
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Hungering, the deathlike whisper of weird woods, 
A nd bird-songs, and the moan of many winds. 
The jar and jangle of sweet bells and harsh. 
And dull sound of the long, long-lasting rain — 
Yet never has the voice called out to me, 
Saying what should, and what should not, be done. 

And now I hearken still, and watch, and wait, 
Doing nothing, sick at heart with discontent. 



II. 

Before me is a mirror of such shape 

As saith — ''Look in thy grave, and see thyself, 

The face thou knowest not, and the hand that writes 

Nothing "■ — On either side that looking-glass. 

Stand candles touched by fire in bygone nights 

So slightly that m^l,ch stuff in them remains 

To last lo7ig hours of unknown gloom to be. 
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Now they are lightless, for the days own light 
Comes to me throitgh the window, and dull skies, 
The sight of rooves and chimneys of a house, 
And green leaves straggling up the side thereof 
A nd shaking on their tendrils and their boughs 
In wayward wind still chill with recent rain. 

I hear some sparrows, every now and then. 
Harsh-chirping yet not sadly. 

Hush I A step 
Takes m.y attention off to the other side. 
A passing step along the corridor. 
' Tis nothing. What is this ? Mere sotmd, mere sound ! 

Yet even as I wrote, a faint sun-gleam 
Made my pen cast a shadow on the page 
Where now the foregoing two lines lie and dry. 
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And this is life ! Processions of such hours 

As these lead certainly towards night, towards death. 

What love of tracing inky characters 

Upon an empty page, thus moves m,y hand 

To tuneless rhythm ! Howbeit, let me think. 



III. 

In this old inland town, an old land's heart, 
T stood one night outside this very house 
And, leaning der the bridges parapet, 
Saw how the mtiddy stream beneath me crawled, 
Not deep enough to hide the bending weeds. 
It seemed so tired, so listless, that I wondered 
How such a stream should ever reach the sea 
— The far-off sea — and yet I knew it sought 
And knew 'twas bound to find. 

Upon its banks 
And little islands, ancient houses rise. 
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And tall grey churches with their chimes and times 
In streets that are a town renowned of old. 
Quaint bridges span it. Wheels of water-mills 
Turn in it. Swallows dart with whizzing screel 
Over its rippling shallows. Hosts of frogs 
Haunt the damp sedge. And over all, clear nights, 
The white moon wanders through her vaster way 
With progress hardly seen by careless eyes. 

On goes that river slowly, never turns 
Backward, though blindly winding, till the sea. 

The wind, the wind, no water, but the wind I 

Behold yon weather-cock, yon chim,ney smoke. 
Yon shifting clouds that hide the summer sun ! 

The wind, the wind, which sighs among sad trees. 
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Which blows the smoke about, and drives the rain, 
And wets the rooves, and shakes the leaves about. 
Bears for a moment careless swallows^ wings 
Then feels them gone — whither it may not follow — 
Goes this way, that way — whither it may not tell, 
But, moaning ever, like an old m,ans song. 
Or chords of mystic music dimly heard. 
Dwindles and swells and has no end, no rest. 
No will, no knowledge, nothing. 

Is that so ? 
Yes, — till it finds the way of the great wind 
When, glad at last, free and far-off, it flies 
Prevailing over all, beyond high hills 
And m,ountain tops where tall pines rage and wail. 
And last land ridges, to the enormous shores 
Grey-infinite with sunless sands of time. 
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bonnet. 

My little *****, fair and sweet to see, 
With grey-blue eyes that always turn away, 
And lips that neither answer Nay nor Yea, 
Nor yield a kiss, being fainer to be free, 
— Uncertain-sweet as some September sea 
Whose blue, bright, smile alternates with cold grey 
When sighing summer passes in a day 
And harsh-grown night-winds shake the withered tree- 
Lean nearer to rne. Look me in the face. 
Suffer your hands to hide a while in mine. 
And listen to the world's season of moan, 
And words like yellow leaves the chill winds chase 
And foam that drifts upon the ocean-brine 
And dead dust of the earth for ever blown. 
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^ong of (BnnuU 

A world of nothing to do, a world of slumber and 

sleep, 
Dreams that never are true, and dreams that are 

seldom deep. 

Pleasure that brings no smile to the dreamer s 

forehead and eyes. 
Pain that is not worth while the trouble of tears and 

sighs. 

Pleasure that dies in a day, of pain too shallow for 

song. 
Song that has nothing to say to pass the time which is 

long. 
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Hark at the sound of the sea as it surges against the 

shore. 
Hark at the rustling tree, and the draught-moan 

under the door. 

Look at the tide going down, the waves that struggle 

to stay. 
Look at the sun on the brown, wet sands of the sultry 

bay. 

Summer has given the lie and broken the word of 

spring. 
Dawn is a thing gone by, and life is a tedious 

thing. 
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The dulness of life and the length of time, consider, 

and heed 
A world that is shorn of strength, a world that is 

weary indeed, 

Weary of tides that fall and an afternoon without 

end. 
What is the use of it all, this life we charily 

spend ! 

Better the ominous sign of winter sudden and 

strange. 
Better the year's decline in clouds that cover and 

change. 
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Since hope and wonder and faiih, like lies have faded 

away. 
Better the darkness of death should hide our shame of 

the day. 

* * * * 5|! * 

Then came the voice of the wind and went with an 

autumn gtist, 
On boughs all shaken and thinned, and a few leaves 

left in the dtist. 
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Dccembet bonnet. 

The time is gone when, at a woi'd from you, 

My heart was glad or sad in some wild way, 

And all my life depended on a day, 

And all that day on what you chose to do. 

The place is far off that beheld us two 

Meet for the sweet first time. And who shall say 

What cold wide ocean covered with cold spray 

Has breathed tipon these words and m,ade them true ? 

I loved yott once. I loved the very pain 
Of loving you, and hoped it would not die. 
But even that last hope was chilled, and checked. 
And changed. And now I hear your voice again 
With no strong heart-beat, hardly with a sigh. 
The time is gone. I cannot recollect. 
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Not mutely, not with patience have we waited 
Till this, the darkest hour before the day. 

Not bright and wide with wonder unabated. 
Have our sad eyes looked towards the far-away. 

We have slept sometimes, though sleep for us was dreary 
With dreams that dealt in suffering and sore wrong. 

Sometimes we have grieved at watching and been weary 
Between desire of sleep and love of song. 

While the wet yellow weather drooped and darkened. 
Our lips were dull to speak of aught save pain, 

Even in sleep, wherefrom we woke and hearkened. 
And heard no sound except the falling rain. 
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There shone no moon, there gleamed no star above us, 
As in the childhood-wonder-skies of yore. 

Ere the high gods had wholly ceased to love us. 
Nor might we recollect them any Tnore. 

Then, darkling, zve beheld in inward vision 
Our Life — the comfort of it, and the care — 

And what we saw was hardly worth derision, 
And what we saw not, hardly worth despair. 

Yet, after much complaint and unavailing, 
Waste and the hollow weariness of time. 

We chafe no longer, being ashamed of wailing 
Our life's one burden in sttch barren rhyme. 
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For lo, the seawind, mournful and mysterious, 
And the weird under-murmur of the sea, 

Come from afar. No longer shall tim-e weary us, 
No longer will we lie and let things be. 

In this the darkest hour before wan daylight 

Steals o'er the winter gloom with shivering chills. 

Ghost-like we rise and yearn until the grey light 
Shall grow from nothing on the Eastern hills — 

Until some sudden, sharp, sweet, sound of singing 
Shall tell the world that night is nearly gone, 

And that, at last, the chance of change is bringing 
A golden smile on the grey lips of Dawn. 
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ILoue^lonffing. 

There came a knock at the door just now, and the 

sound of a voice, 
And a dream came into m-y heart one mom,ent and 

made it rejoice. 
For I fancied it might be you, face, chin, the white 

throat that lures. 
The smile, and tlie look that belongs to your eyes, and 

only to yours. 
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For a moment I felt the joy of our being no longer 

apart, 
Of feeling your cheek once more, and holding you close 

at my heart. 
Of feeling quite sure it was you that were with me, 

and glad to be, 
— Glad, by that look no man can have fotmd in your 

face but me, — 
Of the meeting of hands that had sought for each other 

in vain so long. 
Of the fading of noise into one sweet space of 

untortured song, 
Of the murmtcring tones of your voice, of the sigh of 

the end of pain 
— As when a fir-forest is left by the wind in silence 

again. — 
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And I felt how my eyes could have never enough of 

looking at you. 
And my lips drank all your breath, as a desert drinks 

up the dew, 
— There where the scorched leaves die of thirst in the 

burning sun, 
Till twilight conies, and the glare goes off and the day 

is done — 
Love I — And I woke from the dream and knew it was 

nothing at all. 
And the door remained as shut and still as the solid 

wall. 
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An oil drop from a lamp that seems to leak 
Falls on some blotting paper, and the spot 
A II slowly widens in its diill, dark, round 
— Hard to clean out, an oil-drop smelling faint- 
Amidst these ink-stains on the soft, red, leaf. 
If laziness allowed., I now might read 
A poet's epic till the silent hours 
Had seen full many, mighty, pages turned 
Beneath this lamp. But no, the poet's book 
Waits open in one place. My listless eyes 
Look elsewhere and behold the drop of oil 
Fall, and what else ? — a hazy dream of Her. 
And so this frightful London day is done : 
And the dense heavy yellow fog, which weighed 
Like headache on the melancholy town 
Is changed to something almost beautiful 
— The tired moon on the further side of cloud. 
Looking at things far-off, not this black world. 
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CageD ^feplarfe0. 

By the sooty grime and blackness of these houses, 
By the fog and smoke that choke the noisy street ; 

By the longing that the feel of spring arouses, 

By the April warmth that turns to summer heat ; 

By the dulness of their day that changes never. 

Though the corn be greening soft where breezes blow; 

By the misery of being shut up for ever, — 
Let theTn go ! 

By the weakness of their wordless song to save them. 
From the lonely cage we give them, for their song ; 

By the wings to fly with, in the sky God gave them, — 
Useless wings that flutter weary all day long ; 

By the tameless spirit like aflame keen-burning 

Towards the freedom of the hills, the sands, the sea ; 

By our own hope of that Heaven of their yearning, — 
Set them free I 
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